EXILES IN THE NEW SIBERIA

This young man and his family were held in
Siberia by bonds stronger than steel. The prisoners
of other days could fight the snow,* the chain and
the gaol; but what force can fight organised hunger,
or the State, when it is merged into one ruthless,
all-powerful weapon of oppression ?

He continued with his story. Apparently, like
most revolutionaries, his father had expected to be
received with honour when he returned to the land
from which he had been driven by his political
beliefs. He shared the fate that befell many with
similar convictions. The men who control the new
Russia had no use for those who had devoted their
lives to the overthrowing of the Tsar and had
suffered cruelly in consequence. The old man liked
this state of affairs even less than he liked the old
regime and finally he was sent with his family to
Siberia.

In this village where there was no happiness they
lived out their lives. I remembered that when I
had arrived late last evening, a sense of oppression,
greater than anything I had ever experienced in
Russia, seemed to hang over the filthy hovels of
this " collectivised" village. The village itself
might have been Dartmoor prison, bleak, horrible
and infinitely saddening. But it was the ideal penal
camp, this village of mourning, for the State need
pay no warders. The prisoners spied on one another,
forced to do so, under the ruthless system that the
Communists have built up during the past few
years.
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